October

We were about twenty men all told, sent out to
fill up the gaps in a company that had been out at
the front for two months. Shortly before leaving,
a comrade invited me to come and partake of the
midday meal at his house. He was a skilled metal-
worker and had a rather nice little home. While
his wife was preparing food he took me round his
vegetable garden. The potato and tomato beds
were dried up and neglected. " Perdido ! " This
was the third time he was going to the front; there
was nobody to look after the garden in his absence.
A five-year-old little girl and a tiny rascal of three
were clinging to their father and clambering on his
knees during the meal His wife waited upon us,
her eyes red with crying. But when we said good-
bye, her last words were : " No pasaran ! " (They
won't break through !) And from the road we
could still see her standing at the veranda with her
clenched fist raised.

" Our Spanish women have gone through a lot,"
my friend said with sudden gravity. " But what is
one to do ? There is no other road to freedom !"
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